. PETER PIN DAR, jun. in the City, 


to his Coufin in the Country. 
Coz. a moſt wonderful buſtle is here, 

Now our late worthy member s, created a peer ; 
The City's all riot, all parties contending, 

And nought going forward but proving and fending; 
Such ſquibs, and ſuch crackers, are flying about, 
That the Devil himſelf ſeems to be in the rout. 
There's Bx x vor, a candidate, noted for cunning, 
He's this way and that way continually running; 
He bows and he ſcrapes, with a ſtrange ſtudied grace, 
And methinks there's a ſhow of deceit in his tace ; 
On the poor he attends, and their lot feems to pity, 
And promiſes much for the good of the city: 

But lord—what are promiſes ! ev ry one find 

They 're caſily broken, for words ate but wind; 

And if rightly I judge, from his artful addreſs, 


None e'er promis'd more, and no one will do lefs. 


Next HosAxr appears, with a right honeſt face, 

Not wanting good ſenſe, nar devoid ot true grace; 

He ſcorns to deſcend to the ſycophant's arts, 

To make an impreſſion on other men's hearts; 

His honor he values, and never pretends 

More good, than he means to perform, for his friends ; 
And in ſpite of whate'er his opponents may ſay, 


| Harzy HosazT's the man that will carry the day. 


Now mark what confuſion appears in the town,— 
One fide is contriving to pull t other down: 
There's the /illy-white B-nx—D's, more crafty than good, 
And that meek, madeft fellow, who lives at Tuck's Wood; 
With R—G—y, a Surgeon, who ſoon will I trow 
Write an eſſay to ſhew us the nature of dough. 
Nor let me forget to arrange in his place 
That puritan W——KEs, with a ſanctified face, 
Who, when in the pulpit, will venture to tell, 
Whicn man ſhall be ſaved, and which go to hell; 
He, honeſt good ſoul, once a lecture was giving, 
With his arms widely ſtretch'd, and his eyes turn'd toheav'n, 
When lo! from his tongue he this ſentence let fall— 
Perhaps to be damn'd may be goad fir us all ; 
And ſhould fuch a flate of advantage be found, „ 
May the L:rd, in his mercy, then damn us all raund !” 
If now you're not vapor'd with what I have writ, 
I'll give you a ſketch of a banking-houſe wit : 
He's a fly little Q- kr as ever was ſeen, 
And vomits low ſatire to caſt off the ſpleen ; 
With a wonderful quickneſs he tells o'er the caſh, 
And loves to laſh others, but can't bear the laſh; 
Then better by far would it be for this creature, 
To ſtick to his Ledger and give over ſatire ; 
To thun low abuſe, which, in fact, is a fin, 
And wait for the * little thing moving within. 


But now let me try a more delicate touch, 
My fatire I ſcorn ſhould be color'd too much; 
Beſides—a fair lady I'm going to ſketch, | 
A Lady!” you cry. what an ill- natur'd wretch !” “ 
« Pray who may ſhe be, does the live in the town?” 
Yes, madam, the does, and for ſcribbling is known: 
But oft I've conſider d, and thought it a pity— 
A lady ſhould ever pretend to be witty ; 
Yet this Mrs. Tag-rhime, a mighty wiſe woman, 
Hath ſciz'd on the pen, and will yield it to no man; 
She is pert in her manners, and cont:dent too; 
What ſhe does mult be right, what the fays mult be true : 
Moreover the's famous for breeding, you know, 
And once (what a miracle!) brought forth a U;w ; 
Still let her breed on, for this truth Il mairitain, 
That her Cetus are all Bulls, and her labors are vain. 


So now I'll conclude, but expect, in my next, 
A further account, for I'll ſtick to my text. 
N 
July Ziſt, 1786. PETER PINDAR, jun. 
* Sor Raolay's Apology. 


